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in it. She is only fifteen, but she is very nice. I know
her well already. Shall I speak to the barman so we
could both go upstairs. She is good and fat/'

"No, thanks awfully/' I said. " I suppose I ought
to be getting home/'

As we walked back towards the Orient Palace
Suleiman took my arm.

" I hope this evening has shown you/' he said, ee that
we Syrians in Damascus are no different really from
you in London/'

"That's right/'I said.

I met Hassan a few evenings later in the Orient
Palace Hotel. He was twenty-two years old and as
slender as a boy, with light brown curly hair and solemn
eyes. He wore an elegantly shabby tweed jacket, grey
flannel trousers and a gaily coloured tie. He looked
more like an Oxford undergraduate than an Arab. He
spoke English with no trace of an accent, and I soon
learned that he was working in a lawyer's office and
intended to launch into Syrian politics when he got a
chance.

"You've just come out from England, haven't
you ? " His voice was soft and charming, and his dark
eyes searched my face as if trying to discover something
my voice could not reveal.

"Yes."

"What do they think of 'The Yogi and the Com-
missar ' ? ''

The reply to this kind of question is always futile.

"They think it's jolly good," I said.

He leaned his firm brown chin against the back of his
slender hands.